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had happened to me. I implored her to protect him whom
I consider my husband, and to support me in my resolution
not to return to Lisbon until all opposition to our marriage
is withdrawn. I asked her to let me know how things went
on, and to write to me, under cover to my landlady. I sent
my letter by Paris and Madrid—it is the most direct route
by land—and I received an answer three months later. She
told me the frigate had returned, and the captain had writ-
ten to the minister, saying the lady was on board, and asking
what was to be done with her. The minister replied that she
was to be taken to the convent with a letter which he en-
closed. In this letter he told my aunt he was sending her
ner niece, and that he hoped she would keep the young lady
under lock and key. Fortunately, my aunt had received my
letter first. She had my lover securely shut up, and then
wrote to CEyras that the supposed niece was in reality a
man in disguise, and that, therefore, she could not prolong
his sojourn in her convent, and she begged his excellency to
relieve her of the unwelcome visitor as soon as possible.
When she had despatched this epistle, she paid a visit to
Comte Al	, who flung himself at her feet and besought
her to take us both under her protection. He gave her my
jewels, which she was glad to receive.
As soon as the minister read her letter, he hastened to
answer it in person, and she easily convinced him of the
/importance of keeping the whole affair a secret, for the
sanctity of her convent had been violated, and, were it
fcnown, her honour would be compromised. She told him
<T>f my letter, and how she had my jewels in her possession.
He laughingly asked her to forgive him for having sent
iker such a good-looking young fellow to keep her company.
He agreed with her that the greatest secrecy was necessary,
and he took the count away with him in his carriage. Since
then, to the moment of writing, the good abbess said, she
had heard no more of my lover. All Lisbon was talking
about us, but they had got hold of the wrong end of the
story. The gossips had it that my lover was in London,

